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The Annamite "boy" made a quick decision.
Few people knew of the charm's presence on the
Mynheer's chest. Unlike the ring and the watch,
it was likely to be forgotten in the rapid "inquest"
and burial. Deftly, unmindful of the fixed glazed
eyes, he drew it over the dead man's head and
rebuttoned the silk pyjamas. He then concealed
the jade and its chain in his satin slipper and was
doubly assured by the unusual feel of the gold
between his toes. He glanced quickly about the
cabin. Everything was in order. He would give
the alarm. As he climbed to the Captain's cabin
in a flood of moonlight, the incessant throbbing of
the ship's screw was rivalled by the beating of his
own heart.
#                 #                 #
IT was late afternoon of the same day. The
horizon was deserted. The sun, fantastic and
superb in a panorama of pink and cobalt sky, was
rapidly declining seawards. In this remorseless
solitude the Van Huis proceeded southward to its
destination in the Celebes.
Earlier, on the lower deck, the Annamite "boy"
and a cluster of supple-limbed Moluccan sailors
had spent an hour in watching the serdng and his
assistants preparing a canvas shroud.
Now, on tha main deck, they could see the
Captain and the ship's officers in a group encircling
the canvas coffin. The Captain was reading from
a book. His voice was loud and serious. The
officers wore black silk bands upon the arms of
their white drill suits.